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Then, whether you would take her life,

Or but recover her for your wife,

Or be content with what she has,

And let all other matters pass.

The bus'ness to the law's alone,

The proof is all it looks upon ;

And you can want no witnesses

To swear to anything you please,

That hardly get their mere expences

By th' labour of their consciences,

Or letting out to hire their ears

To affidavit customers,

At inconsiderable values,

To serve for jurymen, or tallies,

Although retain'd in th' hardest matters

Of trustees and administrators.

For that (quoth he) let me alone ;
We 've store of such, and all our own,
Bred up and tutor'd by our Teachers,
The ablest of conscience-stretchers.

That's well, (quoth he,) but I should guess,
By weighing-all advantages,
Your surest way is first to pitch
On Bongey for a water1-witch ;
And when ye 've hang'd the conjurer,
Ye Ve time enough to deal with her.
In th' int'rim spare for no trepans
To draw her neck into the bans ;
Ply her with love-letters and billets,
And bait 'em well, for quirks and quillets,
With trains t' inveigle and surprise
Her heedless answers and replies ;

And if she miss the mouse-trap lines,

They '11 serve for other by-designs ;

And make an artist understand

To copy out her seal, or hand ;

Or find void places in the paper

To steal in something to entrap her;

Till with her worldly goods, and body,

Spite of her heart, she has endow'd ye :

Retain all sorts of witnesses,

That ply i7 th' Temple, under trees,

Or walk the round, with Knights o' th' Posts,

About the cross-legg'd knights, their hosts ;

Or wait for customers between

The pillar-rows in Lincoln's-Tnn ;

Where vouchers, forgers, common-bail,

And affidavit-men, ne'er fail

T' expose to sale all sorts of oaths,

According to their ears and clothes,

Their only necessary tools,

Besides the Gospel and their souls:

And when ye 're furnish1 d with all purveys,

I shall be ready at your service.

I would not give (quoth Hudibras)
A straw to understand a case,
Without the admirable skill
To wind and manage it at will;
To veer, and tack, and steer a causo
Against the wcathcrgage of laws,
And ring the changes upon cases,
As plain as noses upon faces,
As you have well instructed me,
For which you 've carn'd (hero 'tis) your fee.
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ISAAK WALTON, who in the humble profession
of a sempster in London had some of tho most
eminent men of his age for his intimate friends,
was born at Stafford, and made his first settle-
ment in London in a shop which was but seven

feet and a half long and five feot wide. His
favourite amusement was angling, on which he
has left a treatise, together with some Interesting
biographical memoirs, which have been made
well known by many modern and elegant editions.

THE  ANGLER'S  WISH,

I IN these flowery meads would be :
These crystal streams should solace me,
To whose harmonious bubbling noise
I with my angle would rejoice ;
Sit here and see the turtle dove
Court his chaste mate to acts of love :

Or on that bank feel the west wind
Breathe health and plenty: please my mind
To see sweet dew-drops kiss these flowers,
And then wash'd off by April showers ;
Here hear my Kenna sing a song,
There see a blackbird feed her young,

Or a leverock build her nest:
Here give my weary spirits rest,
And raise my low-pitch'd thoughts above
Earth, or what poor mortals love j
Or, with my Bryan* and my book,
Loiter long days near Shawford brook :

There sit by him and eat my meat,
There see tho sun both rise and set,
There bid good morning to next day,
There meditate my time away*
And angle on, and beg to have
A quiet passage to the grave.
* Probably liis dog.